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disturbed him at all. That it did not was one
of the things that in the old days amused Tom
Gauntry about him*

Watcndlath was the wildest piece of land that
he had yet known. The fells towards the Lang-
dales appeared endless, and in their mingling of
peat and heather, ancient rock> strange tumuli
in human shape, and sudden streams rushing
through the soil as though on some secret mission
enchanted his lawlessness. On the other side
there was Kcswick, All Kngland just then was
gambling cnr/>y, and Keswick had its little
share.

Georges was a horn gambler; one day he was
a genius at cards and at another he would be so
wild and reckless that he would lose all his ad-
vantage. Like Mr* Fox and the superior gentle-
men in London he would bet on anything, the
fail of a leaf, the approach of a woman round the
corner^ the wax of a guttering candle. There
were plenty of men, from gentlemen like Mr,
Oshalciistone ami Mr. Kcnrcw down to ostlers
at the * Cieorge * or broken-down wasters like Tom
F&weett* who* in Keswick* would oblige him. At
firstj after his return from Whitehavcn, he was
well in funds, Then less and Jess so*

Judith sometimes rode with him into Kcswick.
She had a few friends there, it Mrs- Pounder who
had come from Bath, a rather hlmvay red-cheeked
kdy> who knew Emma Fur/.c, had a warm heart
but an uncertain moral code; a Mrs. Dunn and
her husband Henry Dunn, kindly people, crazy
about dogs and horses; one or two more* But